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announced the station, though none was immediately in sight.
Ahead strings of coaches cluttered the tracks and our train could
proceed no farther. With shouts of relief the passengers tumbled
out of the coaches, and I followed them, the man with the
moustaches helping me with my baggage.

" Oh, by the way," said he, " see these open coaches on the
narrow-gauge track?" I nodded. "They go to Koritnitsa, and if
you want to spend a few days in beautiful mountains, I'd advise
you to go there.'*

" Maybe I will," I said and hastened to join the procession of
pilgrims which was moving towards the centre of the town.

They came from all over the country, from nearby valleys and
from far-away mountains. Sunburned and sturdy, these Slovaks
appeared outwardly less metropolitan than Czechs or Moravian
Slovaks. They gave one an impression of shyness, or of enforced
reserve, like villagers everywhere who rarely go to town and who
when they come there feel awkward and apprehensive. But this
was true only of the men, not at all of the women, least of all of
the girls, They felt expansively at home. Perhaps it was because
they were in their festive attire, and inwardly glowed with pleasure
at the appreciation and admiration that city people so generously
bestowed on them. Never had I seen such a spectacular display of
raiment, not even in Blahotnitze. Here at every hand were walking
flower gardens or walking museums, for in other lands only in
museums could men behold such a prodigious variety of extrava-
gant colours as now dazzled the eye. It was evidently more than a
custom, it was a duty for a village to fashion out of its own fantasy
with its own hands these resplendent waists and skirts, belts and
aprons. Still, one young man outdid himself and also the girls in
boldness of conception and magnificence of execution. Only a person
learned in the technique of apparel-making could fittingly describe
the tails and folds, the corners and projections of his blue and purple
waistcoat, his richly embroidered trousers and the band of bare
body at the waist which enhanced the brilliance of design and
decoration- His hat made him the hero or the madman of the
moment. An ordinary enough hat it was, small in size, with an
abbreviated rim, with a scarlet ribbon round its crown, but in the
back it was haloed with a freshly-cut pine bough from which